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accordance with this transformation the young
lady in attendance at the bar was in neat black and
white, with her hair as compact and precise as a
resolution at a public meeting which had been
passed even by the women present. She was
severe and decisive, and without recognition of
anything there but the tariff of the house, and
sold her refreshments as in a simple yet exacting
ritual which she despised, but knew to be righteous.
It was many months since I had been there.
Macandrew was no nearer than Rotterdam, and
perhaps would not see London that voyage.
There had been a long period in which change had
been at work at the docks, even to their improve-
ment, but through it all not one of my old friends
had returned home. They had approached no
nearer than Falmouth, the Hartlepools, or
Antwerp, with a slender chance that they would
come to the Thames, and next we heard of them
when they were bound outwards once more, and for
a period known not even to their wives. The new
Negro Boy had not the appearance of a place where
I could expect to find a friend, and I was leaving
it again, instantly, when a tall figure rose in a
corner waving a reassuring hand, I did not